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you come to my country, every stone will repeat
to you this tragic history. It was only fifty years
ago. It still lives in thousands of memories. I have
been told it by women who have heard the last
sigh of their children without being able to lessen
their agony with one drop of milk. It has seemed
to me at evening on those mountains of Ireland, so
full of savage majesty when the wind sighed over
the pits of the famine where the thousands of dead
enrich the harvests of the future, it has seemed to
me that I heard an avenging voice calling down on
our oppressors the execration of men and the jus-
tice of God.

The bulk of the spoken oratory of our time
has, like the whole of our spoken drama, di-
vorced itself from literature, but this passage
has much of the serene beauty of good writing.
Nor has it lost in gaining this any of its ef-
fectiveness as an oratorical appeal, for with
rare mastery over the picturesque it unrolls
incidents that compel attention and burn
themselves into the memory. A man or
woman trained on the political platforms of
the day would have given figures and argu-
ments and have been forgotten ten minutes
after. But many who heard this passage will
never forget as long as they live the skeletons
huddled by the extinguished hearths and the
great pits where lie thousands who make fer-
tile the harvests of the future. Perhaps, too,
some will remember the voice calling upon the